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To Ethel Fortner, 
Whitney Jones, 


& David Rigsbee 


‘Beauty,’ wrote Christopher Cauldwell, ‘is the know- 
ledge of oneself as a part of other selves in a real 
world, and reflects the growth in richness and 
complexity of their relations. We reflect what we 
can of the fight down this street, if we have eyes 
or ears at all, as we can, at least no turning the 
back and a wince’.. 

--Kenneth Irby 


A man of action lives a life of constant tension which 
can only end in death — whether by natural causes 


or by suicide. 
—Mishima Yukio 


_— 


WATCH THE BALL: AN INTRODUCTION 


by ROB HOLLIS MILLER 


Ron Bayes was first of all a teacher to me. Since and even before 
I have had teachers who were fair, good, even inspiring, controversial, 
wise, but I have had only one true teacher: Bayes. The first class I had 
from Bayes was an Introduction to Imaginative Writing class. I took 
the class on the advice of a girl friend and it was good advice, although 
we broke up before the end of the term. I suspect sometimes she was 
trying to divert me. There were forty or forty-five people in the class, a 
teacher’s nightmare really — or so it seems to me now that I have tried 
to teach. The room was packed with chairs and it was very crowded. 
The class met every Tuesday night, the same night the symphony 
orchestra practiced down the hall, and that didn’t make hearing easy. 
Somehow, by the end of the term almost everyone was writing more 
than passable poetry. I mean the reading that was held in the last class 
was one of the best readings I have been to. Bayes had a way — I don’t 
know how — that got every student to exercise his poetical gifts to 
the fullest. 

For myself, I had been writing for a long time and wanted to 
write poetry even though I didn’t have the faintest idea what poetry 
was. That sounds strange now, but it was true. I read a lot of poetry 
but I couldn’t really comprehend what separated poetry from prose. 
That was why I wasn’t planning to take a class in poetry writing. How 
could I do something I didn’t know how to define? It would be like 
having someone do a watercolor who had never learned to distinguish 
colors. But as I said I took the class because I was talked into it, and 
I found before long I knew what poetry was and was wondering why 
it was I couldn’t figure it out. I don’t remember that Ron ever said, 
“Poetry is...” but he talked poetry and read poetry and expected 
you to write it and I did — still do. 

For a long time, then, when I thought about it, I thought of Ron 
as a teacher, or, as the dedication of one of my books says, my first 
teacher. There was a Kierkegaardian leap of faith between Bayes the 
teacher and Bayes the poet. Not that I didn’t appreciate his poetry or 
acknowledge the tremendous influence of his poetry on my work, but 
I saw him first as a teacher. Then it occurred to me one day that the 
vitality and energy of his teaching came from his poetry. It moved 
first through his poetry and then into the classroom. Then I suddenly 
remembered that when I was Ron’s student I thought of him as a poet 
and not as a teacher. And it was only later that the teacher superseded 
the poet in my mind. Bayes is a poet and whatever else he does can 
only be understood in that light. 


All this is not, as it might seem, beside the point. Although it is 
increasingly dangerous and decreasingly meaningful to compare artists, 
the poet whose method of working most resembles Bayes’ is Philip 
Whalen. For both of them everything goes in. What happens goes in. 
And for that reason the poetry is apparently non-linear and disjointed 
at times. Nothing is all of the time. 

It is not trite to say that we are experiencing a chaotic and 
turbulent time, but an understatement, since few realize or are inclined 
to recognize the magnitude of the changes that are occurring. There is 
no area of human endeavor that is left untouched, no thought pattern 
that is unchallenged. We are experiencing simultaneously explosion 
and implosion of knowledge and experience. Perhaps in terms of 
Yeats’ historic cones, we are at the point in history where one cone 
culminates in a point and another cone takes off full-blown. What is 
apparently logical and developed now may not seem that way 
tomorrow and what may appear cryptic today may be the logic of 
tomorrow. Some writers now (Brautigan, Segal) who are experiencing 
momentary popularity are those who say they are doing something 
new but are only sugarcoating the past thought patterns. The writers 
who will be remembered are those who are probing the future. Bayes 
is one of those writers. 

There remains plenty to be said but this introduction is already 
overly long and has not gone into development, imagery and symbolism 
of Bayes’ direction. 

Perhaps it is enough to say that the reader of Bayes’ poetry needs 
to open his mind in some unique way and let the mind expansion take 
place. E.g., imagine yourself in a small hardwood room. 6’ x 12’ x 10’, 
but the corners are not all 90° and the floor may not be parallel to the 
ceiling. You stand in the center of the room and throw a superball as 
hard as you can at one wall and watch the ball dodging when you have 
to or can. That’s the point of departure. There are hidden doors and 
passages, unexpected windows. Rooms within rooms and rooms folding 
out of rooms. Keep your eyes on the ball. 

I'll mention the Firesign Theater and end with that. 


Frazier Rock Lookout 
16:8:71 


Rob Hollis Miller has published in Beloit Poetry Journal, Rolling Stone 
and elsewhere, and is editor of Azimuth. 
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TOKYO ANNEX 
I 


Mount Emily 


to 


Ben Hiatt and Sam Miller 


“We live toward the north where the sun makes a 


small arc in the winter.”’ 
—Sarah C. Stein 


“Select your song she said and it was done and then 
she said and it was done with a nod and then she bent 
her head in the direction of the falling water. 
Amiably.” 

—Gertrude Stein 


PASSUS 1 


He has given himself over to her wholly 

knowing the time of his mind to be 

a metronome of guilts, 
knowing, having learnt slowly 
her bent, his will must be the 
same; in the turgid silt, 
over the brown silt silver 

rushing, the waters 


the same in essence & effect. 


O the waters came & came, 
O clear, o silt, & o silt-down, & 


will come. 


PASSUS 2 


[1] 


He is not dead 
& he knows it 

but as a builder sees it 

well 

on the way. 

(“Hath not the advantage,” Gc 

tho the Griks whitewash 
Truman’s statue, 
angry, stupid, one decade 
& dictatorship the next 
bury under circumstances) ACTAEON! 


Not. 
Knot. 


Gordion cordon. 


But cutting is not his way, 
rather he’d ravel thru 
th’ labyrinth 


he guesses. 


NOT DEAD, &c 

but already he must rely 
upon you. 

& I think 

he is not even sure of 


yr name. 


[2] 


Whose hand in whose? 


[3] 


A little grudging respect for Goering, 

who cheated the system / 

whatever / & in the navel sd the press 

services 

had the capsule that robbed the whomevers 

of their politic revenge. (Emmy helpt certain jews 
escape during Adolf’s & Himmler’s butcheries / 

into the marrow of humanitas / 

over the water to Skandia / 

& HERMANN OUT / 

down that old umbilicus road & the need 

le 

had killd the pain & Hermann made it OUT & 

boy sick feeling but boy rob’d em of bludd like they 
wisht to record more of / & crosses & stars on their 
black black robes in blood. 

WE KNOW (of). 


[4] 


Viz: The Army major, Oscar Drake, who took American lit 
from me some ten years ago was jewish & it was he who was 
commandant of the village where she & the girls lived when we 
re-won, & to protect her was a primary mission 

—& knowing how people do after disaster (not forgetting 

the partisans & Clara Petacci), & he sd 

she was a gentle, gentle woman, 


Hermann’s wife. 


Therefore across years and cold waters 
I call it, respect that whole umbilical bit 
—I have a deal of respect for H.G. under 


the circumstances. 


EYE GRUDGING: 
Evar-bodee loves a 
given-in, done in leader 
(blip blip blip commout) 


wherever it was. 
& mebbe it cost Fat Chance. 


Mebbe it cost TAFT the Presidency 


because he was honest. 


(Too much died w/ him—Taft—as Woods 
put it.) 


((“Yes... yes! Manchuria too.!! 
sd the Tokyo taxi driver 


who had been a major.)) 


PASSUS 3 


Spirit moves vortexial, he wrote, one 
convinced him; spirit BROADCAST as seed, as 
radio waves 
from LOCUS/LOCI. POLARITY instead 
of possession dug. Location, the knowing of. 
But to shift quickly: things know 
known 
& things now 
as even at this airport I think of Olson & the angel 
at Schrafts as the boychild cleans the tables this 
August 
occasion; he is tan & has a triangle nose & big hands. 


28 2K OK OB OK OK 


& to an extent 

what was in Johnston-Smith’s 
catalog of pubic bloom 15 years back 
(circa 1949) & up to is part now of 
the way. Part of the whole as it 
should be. 


Homage, 
all homage to 
The lady. 


TO FLIP OFF 
MINE OWN KIND 
I WILL NOT DO/ 
Dry Creek or 


Umapine. 


Jewess whom I love, 
will you? 


ak ok ok oR oR OK 


I DEFEND HIM NOT IN SPITE OF HIS TIRADES & STRAIGHT 
JACKET TIME, BUT PRECISELY BECAUSE OF ’EM. 
(The HEART OF LIGHT, 
PLUMB. 
PLUMB OF FIRE 
IN( 
& some die from locus 
& some die from plunge 
a wrenching back in/to, 
for 
locus can kill.)) 
Dove & serpent circle. 


The snake looked him over after he had cut him clean in two. 
The cats dug the blood & whatever, dragging off the tail half, 
& ate it clean down. They had tortured the little bastard half 
a day & he observed it before taking the dull axe to him, 
unable to find a shovel. Now they ate the tail end. The 
relieved half was ignored, still bright & unblinking of eye. 


Go. So many things so late. 


So & ever so. 


Lady, is there a relative involvement 
outside the Golden Age Club? 

Lady, how should I approach to try 
(to try not to go blunt on it)? 

Lady, explain the love, absence of, say in 
the Unction County Choral Society, the Board of Directors, 
tell them the worst thou knowst of me, assume it is the 
Secretary-Treasurer. Reassay me in view 
of all above. SOPRANO, TENOR, ALTO, BASS, Lady, 
properly singing that blond mama in 2/4 mouth. 


PASSUS 4 


VERSE WHEREIN THE TOOTHLESS MEMBER OF THE “‘SUN- 
SHINE CLUB” 

SITTETH ON AN APPLE BOX 

w/ his back to the tavern wall 

& not quite divested of dreams he drones on 


& talketh about the way it was, saying 


“Way back then, 
Hay/den/ 
THE CREATION 
-orget everything 
f/orget everything 
(chuckles) 
“Boots 
© we wuz silver-shod, 
& luvd em in the alf/alf-y, 
sure, ole Bu-bah the most, yeh. 
Sure 
oS 
SSS 
SSS 
SEE 
SS...” 
dis-association 
& her do have a hair 
do. 


PASSUS 5 


The Denver Fragment 


I’ve been here before at this pivotal point, Lady, 
this time bumpt 
by a stupid mistake of an indifferent agency 
which was unaware of mobility 
, motility. 

Cooling it 44% weary hours, 
& I remember Joyce, strongly, blown up 
w/ her husband, on a plane out of this place—Denver— 
when some sonovabitch blew up his Mother 
to make the insurance. 
Joyce, a beautiful doll, only blood I cared about, 
long pregnant when it happened. Blasted. 
All of em. 


President Bennett of my college, if I recall correctly, 
missed that flight by accident. 
THE KIND OF... wonder of... 


I sit here wondering 
whyever whatever fluke of the indifferent 
agency (supra) 

caused... 

it all. 


2K AK RK OB 2 OK OK OK OK 


YOU! 
I want 
to address you but I do not have yr address (maybe later, but 
maybe-thens we know too well I think). 
YOU! I want to address you... 
but I do not... you, please let us go into this 
& thru this 
& come out willing (neither of us are foreign to futility, 


each of us is to the try-that’s-foiled familiar). 


As in neo & old German fencing matches: (SLASH/SALT. 
SALUTE/SHAKE.) 

let us come together 

if we can; 


let all insult & insinuation be shut off. 


PASSUS 6 


None who 
depend 
all who occasionally 
pick up on 
a strain 
(when the concerti 
become old chestnuts 
when the dares 
become dull, risks no longer 
keen 
in the sunlight 
beam off 
the silver birch, tin 


can) . 


“You must have met 


the whole troupe.” 


Owl-light 
is the hours 
unpredictable of almost-dawn black 


and dusk after the grey, for me, as a rule. 
It is like lonely sentry duty. 


(& he sd repeatedly ‘‘All is darkness, all is darkness,” 


whom we cd have had help from. . .) 


& sd TK of LaVergne 
“Stupid, mercantile 


whore.” 


(whore 
merchant 
whining lover 
by 
buy 
bye 

jbuying 
& Byron 
who did it 
who did the lot 

& sd it 

in his body 
faeces 
& breath. 


[2] 


& he sd repeatedly 
& @ last 


“Sir, 


SIR 


SIR 
SIR 
SIR 
SIR” 
(we have cold 
plates 
& hot 
plates 


& over & under soup, Thomas, 
& upper plates & lower plates 
& you have no insight 
& you are 
without pity, intelligent 
pity) 


* JEALOUSY HAS NO PROPORTION, as advanced egomania 
has none 
but is defensible, in ways 
* TICKETS THAT NOBODY COMES TO USE, sd Bru of Fletcher 
& Beaumont 
* church burnings & urban looting replace barn raisings 
* & 
cows 
20 of em swept away near Umapine, down an irrigation 
ditch, that is they were washed away down stream by the 
FLOOD, their bodies were swept by, and on, fast, the 
RAGING WATERS, swept down Dry Creek. Cousinly waters to 
those that were up to the ankles of the mountain when I 
left LaGrande for the holy day, Lady. They were 
SWEEPING BY... 


SRR Ro Ko ok ok ok ko kkk 


* in sight * 


2K KK oR 2B oR KK OK OR ROR OK KR 


Look to the North, to the Lady! 
Emily stands 
, her bearing 
still, noble, 


never to be taken for granted. 


That the waters move by day, 
the spirits by night, questing, 
& finding, betimes, 

light 

if not 


the peace sought. 


PASSUS 7 


& so whatever it was _ stirring 

again touched 

by elemental, 
stars nearly glutting 

the sky hanging 


over Placitas. 


Cancelling the pilgrimage to Lorenzo’s 
in favor of the greater 
Pueblo after dark 

on & to indefinites 
& gladly this. 


So whomever . . . polarity. 
POLARITY, 
You. 


Now I am guessing 
you 
to be 
in Paris 
& back too 
yr tough locus I pray in 
September. 
I wd like to meet you when you come back, 
if I May. 
If you tell me the day, I will. 


PASSUS 8 


Which mountain next, Ken Irby, 
which road? 
Runner & Sam Sam 
the orientation 
& 
seasons. 
Sea/sons 
on a mountain. 
Goodell looked, 
we, Actaeon, retreated 


for a gathering 


of forces 
forces 
forces. 
(Sanctuary 
in- 
gathering; 


stars over cacti, 


yucca 


“Where, Africanus, we point the bone... 


NEXT 


is important. 


PASSUS 9 


More gentle to others than to yrself who 
arrived late @ night 
saying “I wanted to 
mail this poem but I’ve 
been on it since 
dawn & since you are 
still, in New Mexico, still 
near, I drove 
out.”” Out & you 
no sleep in 48 hours 
who put me 
@ an awful loss 
for words, 
as they say 
thank you 
for how does one 
differentiate terms 
of the heart suddenly? 


But the whole thing was quiet & in/to, like 
the mix’d feeling when 
you stroke a bird... 
who said next morning 
“Some things I go past, 
drive past every day, I go past, & can’t 
look @; I 
came thru the hell of last 
year’s California 
& I’m in town again.” Running 
yr hands thru yr hair, longish hair, you 
weren’t hard; I’d met some 
you weren’t 
soft, I’d met many 
you weren’t this generality, you weren’t... that 
you who were/ were: id 
est, lapis lazuli, 
turquoise 
. . who came the long 
rough road 
w/ the mountain above 
Placitas 
in the dark. 
(O Jesus that 
Garcia 
must’ve been 
proud!) 
This was wrenched 


out of time. There are these... 


PASSUS 10 


Santa Fe. 
Juan Carlos. 
To keep as a pet. 
Put out the line. 
Keep up the sign. 
To let. 


He who protested he wanted to come 
thru 
did so too w/ 
the receptors rather 
burnt out 
an element 
precluding... 
watching a slender 
beatle-cut 
young 
aztec musician 
make thru instrumentation 
the lot move on the floor 
in (see the face!) 
total 
command 


in a different situation 


come thru. 


Juan Carlos. 

The felinity. 

Dove ©& serpent. 

& the cats. 

On the lawn. 

Deliberately not to see ts evil & worse 


than madness. 


PASSUS 11 


“Only one teacher ever had much interest in me 
before, when I was a student @ the academy 

in Albuquerque & was just a tough 

ornery little bastard. He thought I had some 
ideas,” sd Les Porter 

on our way to the Pendleton airport. 

“He was a young poet, too, I 

don’t remember his name, 

i 


wonder if he made it.”’ 


BY ANY CHANCE HAVE ONE EYE? “Yes.”’ 
WEAR A BEARD? ‘“‘Yes.”’ 


1957-8 
1964-Now. (... 7 days later, Creeley 
@ Pendleton, ‘‘yes.’’) 


Flagellante 
Penitente 
the craft 
the craft 
(Agnes Martin 
@ Taos & the Crews’ 
—her painting & 
Les @ the academy... 


PASSUS 12 
(For William Carlos Williams) 


“There is more to a man than the content of his jock-strap.” 
—Whalen 


You knew we knuckle under to politics 
as acceptable excuse; inexcusable 


if there be virtue. 


Why _ ever 
this compulsion 
to 
flee 
the places 
the people 


we love! 


The answer is historical 
“political,” (supra) 
NOT economical if we are 
men 
fear 


of ourselves 


our fickleness change 
their hy/ 

pocracy & ours 

& grasping 


asping “‘We? Any more? Men?” 
gasping y 


Some stick it out: 
the neck, the heart, the while, 
aware of where the front is, 
even now: Logistica. 
Love. 
Williams. 


America. 


PASSUS 13 


& Stafford, who moved 
through 
love until 
certain ones 
knew & he was taken 
into many hearts in the nation; 
he was taken, 
he was taken to the heart 
who came from the rich stubbled heart Kansas, 
Even so who—even as Sartre—knew 
& won over his peak, 
the rock bumping 
clean down the other side 
(contra Camus) 
but in this case into a 
green valley, 
still unpolluted despite the 
ruck, 


a good place. 


So then now I who lack rhyme 
may proclaim this grace, 
this heart, 
this strength of 
importances 


contra-linear. 


PASSUS 14 


The eye, the hollow 
the complete 


reversal. 


This final part of the year 


y’ ear y’ are 
FIC IC IH CI Hk 


The eye, the hollow 


the complete reversal. 
ACAI CI ACK OK 


He took himself to dinner and drinks 


to think ahead and note occasion 


& he sd “‘Joe do you have 

a piece of paper (@ the restaurant table) 
& Joe: “One sheet enough?”’ & he 
“Yes, for I’m a small writer.” 
& Joe: “I hope not.” (Smiling.) 


SRR RR RK RK KK 


(The which, Lady, is in your hands.) 


PASSUS 15 


Are there no 
dinosaur 


tracks to be seen? 


El tigre? No!! 
Pussycats. Bureaucrats. 
Political 


mange. 


PASSUS 16 
(To FWN) 


[1] 


Lines/ swing/ 
plumb. To find it. Plumb 


center. 


Out of the Pilgrim Press, Boston, New York & Chicago/ 
LITTLE PILGRIM LESSON PICTURES Vol. 19, 4th Quarter, 
1907, No. 4, 


part 11: 


(copyrighted) (Providence Lithograph Co.) 
(Under the color picture of Sam. is 
“THE BOY SAMUEL 
I Sam. 3:1-27 
Golden Text:—Speak, Lord; for thy/ 
servant heareth. 
I Sam. 3:9.” 
) 

“There is no Death! 

what seems so is transition; 

This life of Mortal breath 

Is but a suburb of the life elysian, 

Whose portal we call Death.” 


“In Loving Remembrance of 
Hallie Wildey, 
Died Dec. 21, 1887 Aged 12 years 


LaGrande 


“But thine is still a blessed sleep 


From which none ever wakes to weep.” 


“Let us be patient! These 
Severe afflictions 

Not from the ground arise, 

But oftentimes celestial 
Benedictions 


Assume this dark disguise.” 


“In Loving Remembrance of 
Mrs. Kate Grider 
Died November 14, 1900. Aged 31 years 1 month 


Dearest Mother thou hast left us, 


And thy loss we deeply feel...” 


LaGrande 


Torn out 
from a book. 
4k RK 
“Tuke XVI, 24: And he cried and said, Father Abraham, have 
mercy on me, and send Lazarus, that he may dip the tip of 
his finger in water, and cool my tongue; for Iam tormented 
in this flame.”’ (GREAT CIRCLE, 

GREAT BEAUTIFUL ROUND) 


[2] 


I only turned away, to turn the meat 
in the skillet, 
from the window 
& that gothic moon 
hell rare 
& against black purple 
purple night, 
bank cloud silhouetted, 
then gone gone gone devoured absolute 
by what? in what? cloudmoss, 
the town’s lights 
& cloud toward mountain 
moving absolute in 
like prow upon dingy. 
Silver passed swiftly. 
Now dark that’s black, that’s black completely, 


but I swear it was Beauty. 


[3] 


Homage to the Lady. 


eee ne eee 


TOKYO ANNEX 
II 


Ejection 


to 


Mary Hamilton Davison 


“The Clown is everywhere unmasking because of his 
absolute mask.”’ 
—Rowena Wilkinson 


= 


i 


PASSUS 17 


I don’t care what 
you 
say 

but that you 

dance. I feel, under 
//moving (DUENDE) 
((SNAKE)) ((WEAVE A CIRCLE & WATCH THE FANGS)) 
standing—moving 
move 

so I care in/wards 

out wards off 


in wards in 


Not that that is not it. Right. Write. 
But do. 

Iam you Indians thanks. I am of this 
county, denials by others now & not 


withstanding. 


Father. Warmth. Sun. Son. Death. 
When? Ever? 


Forever. 


There is more. & no more. 


PASSUS 18 


ET IN ARCADIA W/ VARIATIONS? 


Mike’s Place pastrami after the kindness of 
beauty nearly over/ 
w/ lmd 


me 


“I love you I love you I love 
you & assume never a 
gain to/ see you or touch 


you I love you” 


9(how touching)&c 


& so on schooner 


of beer. 


Friends gone/ 


out 


RECALL: 
Blick Aircraft. 
Johnston (Erick). 
Stassen (worth seeing this whatever by 


Monty Montgomery my/me). 


Deaths. 
In time. 


In Kal-if-orn- 


ya. 


“There is no freeway.” 


So? 


MEAN/time 
back off 
Powell 


Hod carriers. 


WORSHIP 

is relative? 
SUBSTITUTE ex/clam 
/action points 
& also why the staggered 


line. 


PASSUS 19 


June, 1965: Stinson Beach: 
walking, 
walking the beach again 
, mountains flat 
land 
people feel obliged to be 
moved I suppose. 

Always. 
In this case none of the 
other earlier thumps 
, expectancies. Perfect 
day. Good night before. 
Soon back to the bastion 


fe) Ivan Shark Somewhat 


Letter from Warren 
again on the eve of my departure (ESP?), 
tho this time only the start 


of juxtaposition 


Poses. Yes. I 
must drop more. I keep finding 
SPUME 
vista & 


roads you cd kill 


yrself on always/ 


lost notes 


mistaken addresses 
but some of the panic 
phallic far gone since the lady. 


28 2g 28 og 2K 2K 2K OK OK ok OK OK 


a loss of terror 


Bs ee i Se 


ROUND EYED GLASSES? 
DARK. 
YOU? (takeaway 
two 
two 
two) 


Ge ee ee ee SS 


Set piece: 
I on the sea rocks in a breeze 
& almost uncomfortable in warm sun 


(DOWN!! DOWN ADJECTIVES!). 


Tuhmorra another day’s eye, Geoff See: 
& then to the airport 
mid-afternoon/ w/ respect 
even love 
then the airport 


at mid-afternoons. 


PASSUS 20 
(for Wystan Auden) 


DEAF VALLEY DAYS! 


WHAT SHD ONE DO W/ THE E? THE LONG E? 


“Must they be bad?” said caustical Max. 
“Mightn’t a good boy who stopped saying his prayers 
Be allowed to slip into the spider’s fingers?’? —John 


Crowe Ransom said, and 


As you instructed, then, 

the clock remains unwound 

the telephone off on a vacation 

rate, 

the trains rumble more remotely 

now 

I think of 33 now 

that I’m here; 

the historical hysterical year/ big year 

of crackups tackups & here: hear! 

SEE 

(fingerpoints as in old Barnum & B/ 

Ringling 
ads) 

THE TOEDANCE ON A LEDGE! 

a coward hedging 


bets 


here 


& a crowd edging, shoving forward 


sensing the need for encouragement. 


PASSUS 21 


“Poor mortals that are clog’d with Earth below 
Sink under Love and Care, 
While we that dwell in Atr 
Such heavy passions never know.” 
—John Dryden, The Indian Queen 


O FESTIVAL! O YEAR! 


ok ok 2 2 2k ok ok 2 ok ok 2K OK OK oR OBO ok 


Two: 
Never 
never 
to 
knock 
a 
dance 
done 
w/ love—even 


a little. 


““Give me a rest 
from talking,” he sd— 
grating out in monologue 


w/ tears 7 mad violins. 


SHIT! who hasn’t sd it— 
felt it? 


“To adopt,” he sd. 


Three: 
Which way IS up, Philip, Charles? Mr. 
Whomever went to Whatever to/too. 
To adopt 
(California—new York & Inbetween) 


Charles 
, Phil? 

FEET, as Franklyn sd, what, 
when, even in a moment of panic one cannot 
see them? Foot/ foot it/ strophe/ & after, 
(no grave 
—Graves— 


classical al/il-usion. 


HENCE GID EST: ‘“‘My dear People,”’ used enough 
even by the Chief, even used too much leaves 
a touch 


that might have been intended. 
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* MAGPIE GRACEFUL AS A GULL 
BALANCES 
ON THE WIND 


A RELATIVITY OF EYES 


+ A TENDENCY 
TO WANT TO KISS PEOPLE 


* CONFUSION ON QUIET FOURTH OF JULYs 


* DESIRE FOR BASTILLE DAYS 


* PSYCHOSIS MUCH AS A KILL-DEER HAS 
& flights similarly patterned 


CONFUSION EVER SINCE FOURTH OF JULYs 
BECAME QUIET. NEEDING SKYROCKETS 
FIRECRACKERS 
ROMAN CANDLES © SEVERALPHASE AIRBOMBS 
even at the expense 


of a few fingers and fires. 


Peace in this world 
is a quiet thing 


& quiet relative... 
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Anxious Asp 

off Grant (on Union)? 

N. Beach? 

Nope — ESP notwithstanding, Schaff was in Noohaven 
& I Luhgrant. Leave it @ ESP, tho, 2d hand the 


more surprising. 


Orange Ogre. 
Movable Forest in the Fresno mall. 
(Carmel et Monterey, 19when) 
It is hard to keep score. 
VIZ, cut acrOSs--------------- SAIGON. 
Coup et counter-coup 
et what 
shall the owner due 
to 


redeem (?) it. 


1939, early 40’s? . . . LUM, hurt: 
LUM: “Et tu Brutus.” 
ABNER: “What?” 
LUM: “Et tu Brutus.” 
ABNER: “Waal, Lum, why didnja 
save one fer me?” 
Retention. Some things worth it. 
As at 11:30 a.m., flying, realization 
“DEBTS I 
CAN NEVER 
PAY 
& HONOR THE 
MAGNIFICENT WEIGHT OF.” 


PASSUS 24 


The FLAG 

& SUN still up @ 

6 p.m. 

@ least today the bit 
in mouth 

was more than working 


day. 


Pound plum 
Olson stone 


Williams America 


PASSUS 25 


E.K., departing: 
“West Coast 
doesn’t stop here 
anymore.” 

West. 


o departed Maxie. 


WEST. 3rd scene. 


good heavens 
yr outa 
UNIFORM 


FR ROR ACR A ak fa i 
compare: “You're here & so am I.” 


2k 28 28 oR oR ok Ko i ie ie ie og oR 


OUIJA. 


“Nobody there but a buncha adults.” 
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The end 
is no neat mark 
& you can 
swish 
around the mark (as Clay 
the Champion sd: like a butterfly 
&c). To hit is sometimes stark — 


starker than clear, embarrassing misses( 


swing, then 
swing! (misses / misses) 
starker 
& stark. 


Dark. 
Dark. 


[2] 


As, per Cranes, 
I think my friend 


wants a chance 


to hurt himself 


again. 


Like: “there is no hope// 
except//hope.” 


& I ponder Malraux’s 

La Condition Humaine again 

& wonder if there may be men who have 
to be thrown into furnaces, 

& if my friend is one, if, wordless, 


I may be. 


[3] 


Be: Bhu — as Fenollosa sd the verb (Aryan) to be — grow. 
“Fly like a butterfly.” 
Sting like a bhu. 
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«So my smile, which others may call whistling in the dark, 
is merely the inordinate need to activate a muscle in order 


to release an emotion.” —Jean Genet 


Sd Daniel, free: “My tenants above 

me don’t love me.” — 

shuddering in the cold 

10 p.m. back yard. 
O THE STORIES WE TELL 
(like about the man who 
committed cityside 
in Oklahoma Sue). 


& then there was this uncle 
who had a watermelon. 
, FINE ARTS 
b on the Fresno mool, 
nice tolerance 


2 & the kids from LA. 


F] Again one wanders, 
wonders, 

Lady. Never white on grey! 
WE MUST NOT HAVE IT! 


One might Seneralize about gratuitous announcements 
&/ or gratuitous announcers, 


Unhappy? No. 
Such unhappy rendezvous 
8° w/ the blue 
Wat-tear, 


a as 


DP aenarace 
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Potpourri of days. 
Ugh. Smile. Shake. Run about. 
Worry about why people hate each other then claim 
you’ve not time to &c. 
Divide like a sane man. 
What’s that. Repeat. Call it chorus. 
’ave a cup ov tea as RLP’s Zen-book advised; as PW 
proferred; ’telps. 


2 2K 2 2 2K oe 2K Ok OK 


So, breathe. 


FOR ARAM W/ LOVE 
an emulation followeth, viz: 


Cat/ 


a/ 
list/ 


28 OB OK KK 


(let the asterisks stand for flowers of yr choosing). 


[2] 
Potpourri of, &, on w/ it. 
A slick is a slick is a slick. 


O Persons of the drama. 
O sold Europa, Boone sold, sold Pecos Bill, 


Henreee. 


[3] 


STILL 
I lie 
between CHARLES II 
& the corpse of Cromwell. 
In the copse. Yes. 
We must declare a land o Hamilton, 
o Jefferson, o Burr 
& Adams’ 
& again, even thee Robt the Lowell. 


A LAND! 
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(coup d’oel) 


Pre-empted. 
Emptied of the right 
sharp (precise) term, 
alabaster — I can 
only say & sail 
on yes, on eyes. Tide 
(time og tide). A plaster 
saint? & I’ve had a few 
aint worth the pain 
of travel/ feet/ feat — 
don’t even feed 
poems later 
but even these 
can and do not 


stand alone. 


So! the so there (sew & Sosostris!). 
But “Still...” 
O unstill 
in yr navel 
a pebble wd thrash, thresh, 
into gold. 


I am a goddam alchemist. 


You are fast on yr feet, 
like 
Hope. 


(What is the heart of this — 
or are John & Henry right?) 


As Burroughs wrote: 
“I awoke. 

someone was 
holding my hand. 


It was my other hand.” 
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(A garland for Henry Adams, 1838-1918: Concerto in D, 


Opus 61, w/ rain over a dozen counties) 


Where is the heart of this business? 
Where is the heart of this? 
Business? 
Labor 
labor in love of (as Confucious). 
It is raining 
& Lam supposed not to be 
of amood?... 
a mood given. 
Li Po. All the rest of 
view through a window/ through a wine 
glass three days empty. 
By abstaining I arise. 
I guess. 
I only walk on salt. 
Balance the unbalanced 
bank/ book. 
The windows are blue 
covered—& where uncovered green 


appears inevitable. 


I will not think of jungle. 
Rather the good green 
& Black Ridge & The Lady 
whom the destroyer 


never destroys, 


The heart of this business, 
air & water, properly 
mixt — 

& that one refrains 


from touching. 


Li Po— 

Duncan— 

& H.A. who sd 

“you cannot love a 

plastic rose. It never dies.” 
It never dies. 
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(to Tom Strand) 


And yet the here and now is not my country. / I hope 
to have her for ever at the Dark Entry. / But still the 
separative chasms yawn. / Crime has revoked the 


Tables of the Law. —Jean Cocteau 


Reds pouring into Canton, 
taking boat 

(O Wainwright!) to 
Taiwan, thus 

Chaing: 


“I have decided to retire.”’ 


& Mac himself 


& recent news 
of Ben Bella’s 


over-throw. CKS swept the graves 
of his ancestors 
& thenhe... 

sek AK 

Old. 


ok KK KK 


& Ben Muss sd the mag sd 6 yrs ago 


“e 


. . . I was an interesting 


9 


person. . 


Me. 

My. 

Loves. 

Straw in an old straw hat: 


old/ hat/ Gc. &c. 


LUCK TO YOU BEN: a dream play 


First Ben, viz & contra: “From the morning of July 


25th onward I have not read a newspaper. It is worth 


noting that I do not feel the lack, considering that I 


was an indefatigable reader of a dozen papers daily.” 


(Mussolini from “In Captivity,” a Notebook of Thoughts 
in Ponza and LaMaddalena — published in Noel Stock’s 


The Edge.) 


So did Franklyn, Jefferson, Burr, Hamilton. 


Bastardo! 


Reds pouring 


into Canton 


One oar. 


One must let one’s tongue caress 
Black Ridge 
& Keflavik 


& Barrow. 
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a garland for Adlai Stevenson 


“Bring out what stringed lutes you possess and 


follow his music.” —Tsunemasa 


Until about Oregon noon 
today 

for some 

partisan years 
notwithstanding 

when asked whenever “‘. . . name the 
greatest 

living American.” 

I could always & only answer 
**Stevenson.”’ 

That this afternoon 

I cannot answer 

tears 


my heart. 
But let the line be plumb! 


Sevareid sd the night before 
he died he sd he wisht one day he 
might sit in the shade w/ 


a glass of wine & watch people dance. 


Who walking w/ Mrs. Tree 
fell near the American embassy 
whose death day despite warm sun 


oe 


was “‘... a dark, cold day.” 


(‘HERE I AM, SEND ME.”’) 
Who went always w/ heart; 
heart up, heart down, who 
foremost 


made last in march ego. 


(The movement/ is music 
is more than/ music) 

. .. before he died 

he wisht 

one day 

he might sit in the shade 

a glass of wine in hand 


& watch the people dance. 


POSTLUDE: An October Poem 
(to Dennis Carter) 


[1] 


& the handsome 
drunk young 
Cherokee hit hard 
by the pregnant 
slut 
still apparently in hot 
pursuit 
but wisht newer 
satisfactions—‘“‘Nigger”’ 
she shouted at him 
in the 
Arkansas Tavern 
“Nigger; nigger!”’ 
and they threw him 
out, 
hard, the third time. 


[11] 


& another asked if he might have 
a sip of water please mister, 
saying, “‘just a little 


more.”’ 


[IIT] 


My brain explodes 
at pleas, 


I cannot help it. 


[IV] 


& I think of Henry Adams 
in the mountains. 
Water. 
Cold vessel 
in my hand 
to the bone cold 
the plane in. 

& then awake to find crusted blood. 
I greet. 
I dream. 
I ask why I must ever be 
near any— 

as a frosted 
chalice steel 
or silver. 
“Hello hello.” 


[V] 


& J.H. 

to Les 

who had 

just had 

cobalt treatment 

—throat— 

“You'll be composing again, 
soon.” & 

Les, smiling, 

“All Vl 

(he wore cravat & the usual grey coat) 
be doing 


is decomposing.” 


& without the chuckle (his throat hurt too much) 
the smile 
still. 


[vu] 


& he taught a little 
in October & another friend named 
John wrote me in November he died 


in late October. 


[VI] 


Now more than ever I do not understand 
this dance 

unless it is the holy 

dance of the fool forever & w/ blinding 
speed. 


p Seen ae eee, 


TOKYO ANNEX 
IT] 


Xing Warm 


to 


Bob Selby 


“We become a star when we die 
Only the dead can twinkle from the sky” 
—The Tokyo Kid Brother 


—— ee oe eel eC Te lee ee eee eT eer el SLL, A =e—Ne— ——_— - ~~ ee Se ae 
s -. * < aie ee. 
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Letter to Bob Roberts 


+* DIRECTIONAL POSSIBILITIES 
OF EMILY, as 


1. Shape of Emily herself 
cf “prow upon dinghy” 


2. ©& the changing moving 
Emily as 
one moves 
about The Grande Ronde Valley .. . 


3. & loci & the big locus 
(Mt. Emily & F.W.’s bones 
orientation of loves 
Umapine & Keflavik 


4, &a question of what pulls one toward union 
5. Workpoints like Mt. Stepafel 


& Njalsfarm 
utterly green & empty 


Details. 
(Konur 
karlar 
Keflavik 
color blindness & machine guns 
Point. Names. 
Alba 
Knopf 
Short 
Wyllis (‘“‘the Princess called me ‘Bibs’ om 


Shulman, Budin, Smolensky irate when the whining 
PFC w/ ambition to be a comedian 
on the Borcht Circuit cursed the Goys 


in the chowline in Yiddish, smiling. 
He did not repeat the performance. 


Ashland. (Even Humbert mentions it.) Sudden 
collapse of d.c., 


afterwards. 3% yrs. 


Fidel felled Cuba the plane-struck winter between 
Sondrestrom 


& Bermuda. Rosen’s generosity. 


10. 


Thomas Hobbes: Chapter 2 Leviathan: When imagining 
anything whatsoever, we seek all the possible effects, 
that can by it be produced; that is to say, we Imagine 
what we can do with it, when we have it. Of 
which I have not seen any sign but in man only; for this 
is a curiosity hardly incident to the nature of any living 
creature that has no other passion but sensual... . In 
sum the discourse of the mind when it is governed by 
design is nothing but seeking; a hunting out.” 

(& not to overlook Dickenson—Emily—“Had we the first 
intimation of the Definition of Life the calmest of us 
would be Lunatics.’’) 

Well. 
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Well, this takes its form as a letter, Bob. Confusions & the 
straight line. Form. Frame. A putting together. 


As, Sue & Arlene & Stetson & I in the godawful commercial 
quad 

at Penn w/ its sick plants . . . seed & flowers of beautiful 
perennials 

in spite of. You, ill, & by the grace of W. Susan, LIGHT! 
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As, 

&, 

about the turn of the century a Sunday school teacher 
in the Grande Ronde Valley directed self on directing plays in: 
handwriting, thusly (as it fell from an old Bible): 

“Four angels of Eastertide. (Chorus of unseen children 
sing first 
verse of Hark, hark my Soul! Angelic. songs are swelling 

“during singing of hymn first girl who recites kneels 
angels of peace 
and joy stand at left of her Light and Life on her right 
Light and Joy 
join hands also Peace and life thus forming an arch over 
the girl’s head 
If possible have all lights out except those on stage 

“(Remarks) Have large white cross in back grounds 
hidden if possible 
by a curtain angels arrange in pretty attitudes about it after 

first stanza 

is recited Light holds a torch, wears a long white robe, yellow 
band round 


forehead 


with word Light 
on it. 

Peace carries an olive branch. has white band on 
forehead 
with Peace in silver letters upon it, Joy 
wears red band on forehead with Joy in gold letters upon it, 
and has a garland of bright flowers. Life has a gold crown 


on head with life upon it has a gold paper cross on breast.”’ 


(above, so! Robert, inaccurate spellings in their beauty © all!) 


((The accuracy of Albee’s VIRGINIA WOOLF. & HOW COME. 
The monetary 


system? Greed, lust, dishonesty; John Calvin?)) 


Haul up the John-B sail. 
Haul up Book IV, Don Juan: 
“Lord, Byron!” 


“gy if I laugh at any mortal thing,/ "Tis that I may not weep; 
& if I weep,/ "Tis that our nature cannot always bring/ Itself 


to apathy.” 
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“Well, I did.”? she sd 
“Eat my fortune 


“w/ those cookies. 


“THE WHOLE THING 
I ATE 
PAPER & ALL 
& DIDN’T EVEN 
FEEL IT 
GOING DOWN.” (“I cannot be wholly sure, as we 
begin the climb, that we shall 
make it all the way,” sd Whittaker 
Chambers) 


[V] 
Back to the pun; this I resort to, Bob: the old pun on the 
craft as see/raft & sea raft. Bob, for beauty’s sake; for 


beauty’s sake—but mainly to illustrate the human condition. 


“More to come.” 
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(To Edgar Austin and Carter Townes) 


BOUQUET OF ROOTS 


Syndrome Bibbinsae, 
Seattle 
en route Vancouver. 


‘Well, sit down’? —over years. 


As Richard wanted “‘stories of the deaths of kings,” just 


however. 


I sit at whatever 
bar 


I can 
afford. 


Sing 
songs I don’t dig. 


Yorick, here. 
You’re 
every 


where/ 


grinning. 


2k oR ok ok ok oR aK ok ok ok ok oR oR ROK 


Shake scene my ass! Illusion, man— 
& de/lusion. Hesse. 
Bayes. Everyman. 
Chiquita. Buttons. 
Roderigo. Ramon. 
Chiquita. Ramon. 
Ramon. This bar. 
“& drink this booze,” as 
Tommy’s 
Sweeney said, once. 


Ce ee ee ee 


“Mr. Bayes, the clunking noise 
is yr 

fuel pump, 

nothing can be done, 

they 

all have it.” 
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THE FIDDLER 

stands with a fiddle much too big and sheet music 

& an innocent expression, nearly that of the idiot. 

He has a fresh sheet there, & he does not read it. 

He stares straight ahead & begins to play. Such notes! 


My dear I have given off trying to be strong. 
I admit my losses past & pending & my lack of 
strength leaves me with sorrow. 


No turning left in time. 


“P.S., Ron, 
Remember the card you sent me last 

Christmas with the poem on it? Well, my 2 youngest 
brothers who are English majors at Iona College in 
New Rochelle here in New York, are intrigued with it. 
They can’t believe that I would know a published 
poet and author. At any rate, they asked me if it 
would be alright for them to write to you concerning 
the poem-card. Please let me know, Ron, I'd appreciate 
it much. By the way, I’m getting married on May 
14 of 196-. How about that? Dave.” 

Packing again 

I prepare to move 

again. Variations. 

Music it, color it 


pack-ass colors. 


“To teach the living & revive the dead” sd Sir Thomas 


North. 
I myself am a fiction moving toward a totality unwillingly. 


I cannot support such fictions, & help is no help. 


Henry Adams: ‘We are both no longer able to protect 
ourselves 

with the convenient fiction of the law. Let us quit that 
now 

useless shelter, & steer if possible for whatever it may 


have been that once lay beyond it.” Such notes! 
Another: “Well write—for/ goodness sakes—/ 


“You can’t see our boat in this 
picture—it’s pulled up on the sand 
beneath the sea wall of our front 
yard, waiting for a willing wind. 


Suzy” 


We love 
each one 
each each one 
wd love, 
All that 
what— 

ever 


it was. 
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The large chained police dog down 3 floors barks on a night 
air I have not known in this 

town for what it is 

for many summers. & this is 


March night, not summer. 


The blind is ripped & the window clearer for its flyspecks 
than any I have seen through 


for so long. 


More must be burnt, 


more must be torn away. 


“It was good to see you this week past, 
if only briefly and, for the most part, under the 
influence. I must admit I don’t remember your 
leave taking. I hope you arrived home w/out incident. 
My hiccups lasted until the next day. We returned... 
that night w/ our wives & spent the night... . That 
next evening I still had the hiccups G was forced to get a 
shot of some tranquilizer for relief. The bout left me 
so weakened: plus the strain of the long drive home, 
that I have been in bed the last two days... - 
Ron, I hope our plea & concern for your future did 
not (as I fear it did) turn into an attack. Bill G I 
have discussed it frequently & any thing we may have said 
was not meant as an affront, but done out of sincere concern 
for your welfare & future as individual & as poet. 
I realize that we chose rather an unfortunate time, 
place & manner in which to tell you, but I still feel 
that our concern is valid & worthy of some thought. Finis. 
I hope you had a fine vacation. We are looking forward 
to a visit from you in the future... . All the best/ Yours/ T.” 


More must be burnt & more be thrown away, 
my laughs are lies & what my eyes would say 
comes out in sweat or crimson encouraged by 


hearty burgundy, a far-off dawn, deer; venison. 


“There is no wing like meaning,’’ Wallace Stevens said; 
& there’s no life becoming to the dead, 
& that includes the immortal word—®& flight itself 


is capture, man or bird. 
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Out of my time doing 


the wrong things unsurely. 


Mosaic. To touch our hands, 
briefly. (Aaron will, though 
a leader, not understand.) 


“To stop is evil.” 


Undeniable that the length 
of a man’s penis & of a 
dollar bill, or much or most 
paper currency in this 
culture are about equal. 


It is not insignificant. 


& this is a statement 
not with too much prejudice, 


i.e., tending to elegy. 


UFO time round the camp 
fire: 
*Don’t muscles & tendons themselves 
have to be silent, per se? 
*Round hole in mid-forehead wd 
remove need for taking 
pulse. 
*Horns nailed to the wall. 
*Who’ll betray whom this (next) time 
*Mules. Em- 
burden. Bearers. 
*Pictures of the wife to show 
about. 
*The trip, not 
that trip. 
*Like at the first 
her forgetting the MEAL. 
*An erection 
is not a completion—bridge 


or whatever. 


One has to give 
himself 

to the piece, the work, 
the manuscript, 

still 

&/ command it 


still. 


Somewhere between Kyoto 
& precocious 

LaGrande robins, 

rather the found self 

in the sun— 

tactility. Ear. Tactility. 


Sun. 


‘To move away from all that’s found: 
“The clunking is in yr fuel pump, 
Mr. Bayes, all of them have it.” 


Man as mechanic. 

A man of some courage 

& stern direction 

who knows his own leeward, 
who knows his own offguard 
on his way, which must 

be for each the great way. 


Tactility. Dream. Ear. Sun. 
FOS GR CI AR AK 


Dante’s plunge. 

Ezra. 
The pettiness of business & of 
the Roosevelti 
thru Lyndon 

Johnson. . . (love me 
walkin on water)... 

cannot be 
overlooked. The dream’s 
hurting. We cannot escape. Our- 
self turns about Ego. Where? 
Brides. Bridges. Roads. 
Milk. Butter. Flar gardens. 


PRIVACY. 
2c i ok Ko 2 2 oi oi ok ok ok ok ok 2 OK 


PRIVACY; PRIVACY. 

INSURING. PROPER. COMMUNITY. 

YET. STILL. THE PLOT 

OF GROUND TILLED; TOLLERS 

TOLD. 

JOR a kaka a ak ak a a ACK 

PRIVACY INSURING PROPER COMMUNITY. 
No educationist, no bureaucrat 
strangulation, G as WCW sd 


“certainly not the university.” 


To the people & only thru the people: 
an intelligent people. Mosaic. 


To touch our hands, briefly. 


Out of the people, such a people! 
Rods yet in Jesse! Circle, still! 
Through such a people; such hands! 


2k > ok 2K Kok oR oR oR ok oR oR OK OR 


Still 


2 2B ok 2k > ok oko 28 oR 2K oR OK OB OK oR OK 


Still. The stillness & 

propriety. Reach & color & reach. 
Wilkinson. 
Saltzman. 
Ross. 

Through the thoroughness, 


not a demanded agreement! 


The race may 
live—through re- 
cognition of the proper 


greatness. 


We do not elect Wilkinson’s 4th City. 


It zs elect. 

If it is that we must 
we shall try the route G many 
will not get there. & a few 


will get there not altogether 


happy. 


& in their time 
there will be what 
must be called the 
“City of God.” 


Chagal. 


Mosaic. To touch our hands, 
briefly. Doing the wrong things, 
unsurely. 

Righting things quietly as we can 
in heart, 


not without clunking. 
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YEAR OF THE HABU 


Where do we lead out? 
Where do we lead in? 


How does one begin again? 
Habu, Year of the: 


Those 
who really wish 
to know 
are advised that the Habu 
is a very dangerous & 
fatally poisonous 
snake, found in the Ryukyu 
Islands. 


It doesn’t, I am given 

to understand, 

have fangs, 

but must get in a good chaw 
to deliver its message. 

It occasionally pursues people 
to this end, 

& once in a while drops 

out of trees, surprising 

them, usually on business; 
occasion may persuade it to linger. 
There is nothing to indicate 
its attitude 

about apples. 


Tirus? He ached! 
Udderly shamin, 
Toddy. 


“Last year during the annual fight between the Habu & 


the Mongoose, an occasion viewed, as usual, by a large crowd 


of nationals & Americans, the Mongoose was distracted un- 


duly by the new, clear glass cover that allowed the crowd to 


move in closer. 


“The Habu was killed, as usual, but the Mongoose died 


immediately thereafter of the snake bite. The Trainer also 


died in a few days, he having also been bitten by the snake, 


having been overfree with the thing since he had somehow 


survived a childhood bite & assumed himself immune. 


“The above interesting twists will probably serve to 


increase crowds at this year’s 


pitting.” 
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My dear 

I can tell you 

it was quite a place, 
the town I dreamed. 
Not all gold 

spires, not that 

no indeed, goldheart 
people & courteous 
& the lights of it 
from the halls after 


sundown... 


But their wuz Madame Mu! 
Ha throon 
huh keff 
that sattist 
heifer 
heffer, oon shay shag she 
hoorned me groin sum short wile letter 
whan ah wud 
nat cum 


ter loo. 


Shaggy dawgs 

by theoshun 
rollin’ in th’ surf 
& splashing in the 


sea-he-he-he... 


GS a bird sang at my 
window today, fullthroat 
& lovely 


& of course not content w/ that 

I looked 

to marvel further 

& it was right on my ledge & I scared it 


away. 


So it goose, Love. 


Now that birdy I mentioned, it was small, 
GI only discovered that late— 

not that it left all 

that fast. 


PASSUS 43 


Rei-no-To means 


Tower of Morning Twilight 


Take yr pants off & come out, 
sd Swaffar 
in the warming Okinawa beauty 


of sun 


, & it stands where the Japanese 
Commander of Okinawa & his Chief of Staff 


killed themselves when overwhelmed by Americans. 


Chuck sd: & Portuguese Guinea... 
It’s 4 times larger than Kabinda 
_.. & 2% times bigger Rio Mun. 


On Okinawa 

the beautiful Tower of Lilies 
stands where 158 

high school & college students 
& their professors 

committed suicide 

rather than face 


American occupation. 


PASSUS 44 


Textbook, asking, squaring off 
the student’s consideration: 
“IT am lonely at dark,” differs from 


“I am lonely in the dark.” 


Now de daisey sober Cain, 
the chain hang haul 
HING hai we sung we swang walling, squalling 
Marsehoe Legree’s bit 
clean outa da woombah; 
Watson! A name! 
One (hugh hug huh) Wikersham’s bitter 


disguises 
de/limit, Sung & 
let Noman 
shit 
you! 
A A A ok 


“Hey you haven’t 
turned the stars 


on yet, Jennings.” 


I have had no word. 


PASSUS 45 


X-ing WARM 


Zigzag. I retreat. 
Zigzag. 

Read toward fuller 
men. 

Yesterday at Gloucester. 
God knows where to- 
morrow. 

The will... 


Not among the living 
really ever 
a hideous 
initial mistake 
will rove a little more 
or less. 

Unwinding 
not unraveling 


I fear. 


SIRENS 

& I awake, sweating 
“& as for the Grand 
Tutkes ss 


If I have aged as much as you have 
I despair. 
Iam doubly afraid tonight. 


Clear, cutting 


images? 


The dance 
is not easy 
as all that. 


Who will sing to whom, 
& why? 
(& when?) 


O the bitch 
has broken 
my back twice before 
& it may or may not 


heal this time 


Like Crane’s 

beast I eat my 

heart. Mine 

own heart, hurt, 
infliction, infection but 
the bitch bit 

through the bone 


this late time. 


“Those who go down 


to the sea in ships.” 


(Crisco 
good seasons dressing 


—garlic & cheese garlic) 


(Peanut butter—low calorie— 
bacon 

jiffy wrap 

sucryll 


garlic) 


(Walking about under the trees 


murmuring bits of Euripides). 


PASSUS 46 
(to Hawkes) 


“The cold drafts, 

The feel of his knees at 

night. The taste of stale chicken. He 
held his head all night.” But now: 


SUMMER! Ga good 
John, & van Brunt 
working w/ flags all over 
at Oly Lyme 
& inward a new calm 
& Aram in New York 
& the (his, my, our) concern w/ joy 
IN our time (SINGLE) Multiple time)) 


Coup d’oel sd the French dic. 
Coup of the eye. 


I 
cry 
(© not to forget tactility): 
To exist in a state of love! 
“In ten days I have existed in a state of love 


more than in seven years.” 


The Mexican. “Authentic,” sd K. W.: Gin. Jin. 


Heloise. Drummy. Keith. Diana, then lovely Placitas. 


The boys at the Pueblo 
put to death 


for talking with owls. 


oe ee rs 


PASSUS 47 


Four feet three, with hooks 
for hands, the Village Queen 
lolls with his friends against 


a black cadillac; sinister, sadly. 


(& Luther said, ‘here I stand, 


I can do no other.’) 


PASSUS 48 


Rite. 

Right is 

wright, as wheelwright, the wrought. 
O set properly the joy 


a stick of blossoms. 


LaGrande, 

San Miguel, 

manifested in New York. 
O set properly 


stick of blossoms. 


“Felix babe: 


I hate the idea of not being able to 
make it to Portland and see you off: have 
to correct the final tests, compute the 
grades and hand them in by 1:00 today. In 
the meantime I have to attend a dept. meet- 
ing to decide on next year’s textbooks, 
which will carry through 2:00 at least. 

Have a damn bon voyage and tons of good 
time (beware of the syphilitic bitches— 
have you insured your pr. . .?) 


Arriverdici 


(c)” 


Oh but proper fore and proper back! 
Pontificating in the proper joy of each other, 
three, we point to it all or as anent 

sd pontification as Diana sd, safe & pregnant 
from her unmolested bath, 

“You must have 

one poem 

you can 

read from a balcony.” 


It is good. 


Blossoms. 


“I welded an extension 
on to it so it’d be easy to 
shift,” sd Hadley. 


Go through the transistor 
of objection: 
of objection! 

BEGINNING! again, 


As in the conversation in San Miguel, 
“Where are we going?” 
“To the cigar store, you fool.” 


“Cigars are nice.”’ 


Or, “Why is this spoon in my glass!” 
& other poems, Keith 
Wil- 


son! 


Posing of question, properly. 
Coming of answer, exactly, and 


usually without extra words needed. 


(& as for those 
who replace stars w/ cogwheels, 
it is only a matter 


of time.) 


| ee: 


TOKYO ANNEX 
IV 


Tokyo Annex 


to 


Donald Richie 


‘I wonder,’ said the woman indifferently. ‘It’s gotten 
very cold. I’ve put on an electric blanket, a double 
one with two switches. You can adjust your side to 
suit yourself.’ 

—Kawabata Yasunari 


PASSUS 49 
The Faults 


Not that the faults are there 
Not how the faults got there 
Not how you learn to live with faults 


But how you live with them. 


Not to change person 
But realize person 
Live with that person 
Wedded. 


PASSUS 50 
The Way 


The way I am. 


Not the way I wish to be. 


PASSUS 5l 
The Manner 


Happy? 


Unhappy? 


Neither? 


Open! 


with celebration of continuation, 


whatever. 


PASSUS 52 


The Importances 


1] 


The bay is clear and gray. 


[11] 


Beautiful boy at dusk 


in the grand rattan chair. 


PASSUS 53 
The Condition 


Boy and hammer 

& chisel & girl 

electromaul jolt & 

hand whammers. Kiss 

screw, wash (unsand) 

anal, oral, mime and tables turn. 
Jerry Lewis cum 

Chaplin. No suicide 

by hanging! It’s 

the old fuck dance— 


or off the brim, rim, brink, bridge. 


Woodsy 
in the junk-yard 


usually. 


PASSUS 54 
The Park 


Into the clearing four. 


And one they set about to butcher of their number. 


Buffoon plump. 


Into the gut the knife and down him the three holding 


two fulltime, one one hand free carving. 


Eat him while still lively kicking and 
his face agony, and bile out the mouth 
as the gut is cut and there is 

a plano 

soloing 


in the background. 


what a keen display 
of the new German cutlery 
aesthetic alone 


we have here on the green 


Almost all good, 
as they say of the pig— 
though some somewhat gristle, 


more he. 


Marrow suck. 


Picnic end. 


(Tokyo 1967; Sunset Beach, NC, 1971) 


PASSUS 55 
The City 


Handwalk upside down. 


In traffic on Ginza. 


(Lope nude.) 


In Tokyo who cares? 


“The lengthened shadow 
of a man 


J 


is history.’ 


“Howz that?” 


PASSUS 56 
The Suburbians 


[1] 


Gloves. Phonecall. 
No? Can’t do? 


Coke carried 


critch-crotch. 


Drunk thru 


bent straw. 


This benjo? 


It is clean. 


[11] 


Parkbench love 


w/ naked hand. 


She moves his hand. 
He goes all the 
digital way, 

upside down 

loses his 


domestic quality. 


Love finds a way. 


Upside-down. 


PASSUS 57 


Before Rain 


It is so: dark out here on the green, 


and the sounds of storm. 


Poem measured softly in your winning voice, 


though you are dead. 


The fact is this green cemetery is elegantly modern— 


that is its vulgar new statues threaten, at first, 


But deeper is greener and darker and when 


the close look reveals new nature, worn stone 


And the Buddha, I calm in your love, 


look in your face. 


PASSUS 58 
The Boy 


I found 

Sea. 

Boy lying on beach with sticks. 
Nudeboy. 


Eyes as of a beautiful cat. 


In this wise: 
Nude. 
Beautiful. 
Cold. 

Dead. 


Driftwood. 


PASSUS 59 
The Eloquence 


Saint spends himself on grave of saint 
in the ancient graveyard 

gray day and the dusk deepening 
holds the saintly photo to his chest 
crying silently. 


Kung, has it ever been so? 
Plumb the heart, we? Even briefly? 


And how to deal with? 


The ant on the deadboy’s chest runs 
bewildered. 


PASSUS 60 
The Map 
(for Kobo Abe) 


Koto strings. 

There is no Hilton Tibet. 

There is no such thing as Self. 
This I acknowledge, but despair 
at my lack of nuance. 

And our lack of frankness. 
There are patterns. 


There is shorthand. 


Viscera 


and flower. 


Proper men, 
proper institutions 


disappear. 


New comes out in 
fabric of being. 


In person, perhaps, perhaps not. 


In time. 


Note it 
in course 
a- 


gain. 


NOTES 


PASSUS 1 
PASSUS 2 


PASSUS 3 


PASSUS 4 


PASSUS 5 
PASSUS 6 


PASSIS 7 


PASWS 8 
PASWS 9 


PASUS 10 
PASUS 11 


Geography of the Valley’s spirit. 


The whitewash insult took place in spite of the 
Truman Doctrine; political histrionics. Ref. Goering’s 
suicide, his wife’s help for the persecuted jews, his 
early addiction. It is widely held that Robert Taft’s 
opposition to the Nuremberg Trials as illegal cost him 
the Republican Presidential nomination and likely 
(as a result) the Presidency. Taxi conversation during 
Korean War: GI (Dean Woods): ‘We should have left 
Japan in control of Korea in the first place.’’ Driver, 
replying: “Yes... yes! Manchuria too.” 


Charles Olson, Vancouver, B.C., 1963 spoke of his 
Angel manifesting in a Schrafts’ drug store lunch- 
counter (N.Y.), through the person of the counter 
boy. ‘‘Tirades” passage ref. E. P. 


Commentary on scene; address to the Muse; more 
comment on scene. 


Historically accurate as to the plane crash. 


See accounts of Lord Byron in Greece re that passage 
(demise and return to England included). Bru is 
Edward Brubaker, actor, director, professor. The 
flood occurred in LaGrande, Oregon, circa 1964. 


Placitas, New Mexico is referred to. Those who know 
the area find some parallels in spirituality vis a vis 
geography and known history compared with La- 
Grande, Oregon—The Grande Ronde Valley. One feels 
forces. 


Kenneth Irby the poet. Scipio Africanus. 


Lapis lazuli and turquoise are important stones, I 
think. One thinks of the Indian culture in the instance 
of the latter, the glory that was, etc., the spirit still; 
of the Babylonian re the former, again power, glory, 
religions. I recall a little poem translated from the 
Babylonian, “To my prince with azure colored eyes/ 
Who wears a lapis lazuli beard.” Obviously dedica- 
tory, an homage. A young lady I met the evening 
described in the passus was part Indian, was wearing 


‘many beautiful turquoises. 


Ref.: serpent and cats, See Passus 3. 


Agnes Martin, painter; her painting in the Judson 
Crews’ home. 


£ 

PASSUS 13 Dr. William Stafford, Poet. Ref. Sartre’s refusal 0 

the Nobel Prize, [ admit to the Prejudices of ian. 
Upon Stafford and Sartre as activists, ang in t 


PASSUS 16 The aspects of graveyard here come from yery old 


“torn” Out, but came from Pages to which the had 
been fixed as though in a Photograph albun, This 
Lady is always Emily, as she is always Asta in pyrtle- 


PASSUS 909 The 33rd year deaths of John Reed, Alexander the 
hers, 
PASSUS 99 The Magpie line harks back to one in History of the 
tle, 


PASSUS 24 Ezra Pound, Charles Olson, William Carlos Willams. 
PASSUS 26 Cassius Clay, world’s heavyweight boxing chamjon, 


PASSUS 3] Jonathan Wainwright, There are a 8reat many Ben_ 


PASSUS 32 News commentator Eric Sevareid. “Here | am, senj 
mé,”” alludes to the First Book of Samuel, Ch. 3 
I must specially Temark verse 19: “Ang Samu¢ 
grew, and the Lord was With him, and did let none 


PASSUS 33 Mt. Emily. Ff, W. Nessly: Orchardist and maternal 
great grandfather, Save for Umapine, Union and 
Ashland, Oregon, Sondrestrom, Greenland and Ber. 


PASSUS 40 Wilkinson’s “Fourth City”’ js a splendid, idealistic, 
booklength allegory, It was published in St. Andrews 


ms 


PASSUS 42 


PASSUS 49 


Among others first surfaced on Richard Morris’ radio 
station in Reno; recorded in Okinawa. 


et seq. Many debts. Foremost to Donald Richie’s 
visuals and to his lectures at Sophia University 
(Tokyo); secondarily to Eleanor King, Yukio Mishima, 
Susumo Hani, Kobo Abe and others at both first and 
second hand. Charleen Swansea and Bertha Harris 
were great providers of encouragement in the seeing 
through of Tokyo Annex. 


RONALD H. BAYES is writer-in-residence at St. Andrews 


Presbyterian College, Laurinburg, North Carolina. Tokyo 
Annex is the third volume in his Umapine Tetralogy, begun 
sixteen years ago. The first two volumes were History of the 
Turtle and Porpoise. The fourth, Fram, has just been com- 
pleted in manuscript. A native Oregonian who has lived in 
Iceland and Japan, Bayes moved to North Carolina in 1968. 


500 copies 
printed for the 
St. Andrews Press 
Spring 1977, 
by the Bill Evans Company, 
Laurinburg, North Carolina. 


Designed and composed 
by Bull City Studios, 
Durham, North Carolina. 


The cover illustration 
is an ink wash 
by John Havran. 


Photograph of the poet 
by John Sharpe III. 
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. .. about Turtle and Porpoise the first two 
volumes of the tetralogy: 


. . . One of the most ambitious undertakings 
of any poet anywhere today: the story of 
poetry, of man and his world. Daring and 
innovative, Bayes has absorbed the world in 
which he has traveled. 


. 


SAM RAGAN 
North Carolina Historical 
Review 
This is ‘major’ poetry . . . Bayes, 42 and still 
fuming, ought to be on anyone’s list of poets 
to soak yourself in, for fun and edification. 


HUGH FOX 
Small Press Review 


The poet makes no bones about the influence 
of Pound’s Cantos on his work, and the 
similarities are immediately apparent. But... 
Bayes has moved beyond Pound’s wall of 
obscurity. . . . More to the point, he has 
learned from Pound how to build a long poem 
and keep it moving. There are exquisite 
passages of purist lyricism. 

DAVID RIGSBEE 

The Salisbury Post 


The alternation of news anecdotes and lyrical 
poetry communicates a sense of beauty in the 
ugliness of events . . . The reader is involved 
so intimately that finally the poem seems to 
be addressed to him. 


JIM THOMPSON 
The Charlotte Observer 


Like Buckminster Fuller, Bayes is, I think, a 
verb: active, and irregular in the best non- 
conforming sense. He has a sweeping poetic 
vision—a scope that is essentially worldly, not 
confined by nationality or language. . . . Bayes 
sums up his challenge to endure, to persevere, 
to stay afloat . . . to turn the human condi- 
tion, that all may be in accord. 


CRAIG SMITH 
Fayetteville Observer 


A refreshing breeze on the Tokyo scene. 
RUTH COLE 
Japan Times 
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